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The Wedding Singers 


Author's Notes: 
Silly little idea that lead to this silly little story. 


"Is this how far we've fallen?" Taylor mused as he looked around the small, wood panelled hall. 


Ever since his primary band had called it quits, he'd been making his money with a few shows here and there. 
It had started out well with small festivals and club shows. Even the metal festival they'd played had gone 
down well, something that had shocked Taylor in an entirely pleasant way. He hadn't expected a group of 
metalheads to accept three guys dressed up in pure white suits. People, mostly women, had lined up to see 


them play. 
Then the festival season had ended and Chevy Metal had found themselves at a loose end. Sure, a few bars 
called and asked if they could play. But there were only so many places that were willing to pay a decent fee. 


With dozens of covers bands to choose from, why would frugal bar owners pick them? 


Which had left them with only one option 


Dressed in his white satin suit, Taylor eased himself behind his drums and stared out at the three hundred 
people that were staring at them. Suddenly he felt more on show than he'd ever done and, for a moment, he 
nervously chewed at a hangnail. He didn't like the eyes that were watching him. Didn't like the silence that had 


fallen over the tiny, backwater room. 


There, at the front of the crowd, was the bridge and groom. Both patiently waited for their first dance song 
to begin. The band had met them, albeit briefly, and the couple had been all smiles and hugs. They were happy 
to have managed to snag the band to come and play. Little did they know that weddings weren't Chevy's 
primary gig of choice. In fact, weddings were at the bottom of the list with "Dodgy redneck bars" only just 
pushing them in to last place. 


But here he was, in some small town in Oregon. Taylor kept telling himself not to complain. The town may have 
been tiny but, boy, was it pretty. The small hall belonged to the bride's father and was buried deep in the 
woods. Handmade decorations criss-crossed the ceiling and the rickety, mismatched tables and chairs had been 
pushed back to create a dance floor. Outside, a bonfire was ready to be lit once night fell, a gesture to keep 
the guests warm as fireworks burst into the darkened sky. Above it all, the band been welcomed with open 


arms and showered with love. 


Had they had to travel far? 

Had they eaten? 

Where were they staying? 

Did they need anything? 

Oh, had they eaten yet? 

And please feel free to help yourself at the bar. 


The bride's nervous words rang around Taylor's mind, reminding him, momentarily, of why he'd formed the 
band. It wasn't just about having fun with his friends. No, it was about making himself more accessible to the 
fans. While Foo Fighters had been fun, he'd been a part of a massive machine that had kept him away from 
the very people he'd been playing for. The band had been corralled in hotels, buses, planes, and stadiums, hidden 
away in places where they average person on the street wouldn't be able to find them. He'd love the life but 
he'd missed the human contact. He'd missed giving out hugs and signing autographs. He'd missed seeing the 
smiling faces up close and hearing peoples stories of how much they'd enjoyed the show. He'd missed those 
moments when people admitted to him, in complete confidence, that something he'd written or played on had 


saved their life. Being a musician wasn't just about the music. It was also about the contact with those who 


loved the music. And that's what Chevy Metal was about. 


Looking at the backs of his two bandmates, he quickly counted in the couple's first dance. So what if they were 
playing weddings? They were giving something back and that was all that mattered. 


